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AYBE conditions 

abroad have upset 
your plans for taking 
“The Cure’’—at Karlsbad; 
Vichy or Aix. 

But your health need not suffer 
—for Hotel Chamberlin, Old Point 
Comfort, offers you everything 
that Europe can offer; with less 
expenditure of Time, Money and 
Effort. 

Take “THE CURE” and en- 
joy it, at The Chamberlin, one of 
the world’s great Resort Hotels. 
Nauheim, Vichy and Aix Baths— 
every sort of Treatment, all under 
competent Medical direction. 


And the Social Life at Hotel 
Chamberlin — delightful people, 
diversion and sport; a Cuisine that 
adds to the Epicurean repute of 
the Southland; an environment 
unique and charming, amid the 
gaicty of Army and Navy life. 


Come to Hotel Chamberlin 
now—and you will come again. 


For illustrated booklets apply at all tourist 
bureaus or transportation offices, or address 


GEORGE F. ADAMS, Manager 
FORTRESS MONROE, VA. 
New York Office 
Bertha Ruffner Hotel Bureau 
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Both Arms of the Service 
at Old Point Comfort 
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And you can only acquire this technique under skilful guidance 


In comic art, particularly, the clever caricature depends altogether on a proper 
understanding of what to emphasize and what to omit, and this knowledge can 
only be had through instruction. 
instruction any more than you could be a finished musician and play only by 
Men are born with genius, but art is the practical and skilful application 


We send you this instruction by mail and your individual training comes under the per- 
sonal direction of Mr. Grant E. Hamilton. an artist of international reputation, 
school has been established eleven years and has developed many first-class illustrators who 
are now earning good incomes from their art, 

Only a limited number of students will be taken, so write at once. 
cent stamps for handsome booklet and reply. 


Studio of Pictorial Art, Inc., "*3iis**¢ 112 E. 19th Street, New York 


You cannot become a skilled artist without 


This 
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SUBSCRIPTION RATES: 
One year, or 52 numbers - - - - - $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - - - 2.50 


- 25 


Thirteen weeks - - - - - = - 2 
Payable in advance by draft on New York, 
or postal order. , 
The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright 
in both the United States and Great Britain. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any news stand, the pub 
lishers will be under obligations if that fact be promplly 
reported on postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per Copy: 
1914, 10 cents; 1915, 20 cents, etc. : 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, ad 
Mexico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for 
postage; to all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 
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WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 

Marquette Building - Chicago, Illinois _ 
NEW ENGLAND ADVERTISING OFFICE: 

Tremont Building - - - Boston 
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THE HUNTING SEASON AROUND YAPP’S CROSSING 
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Words or Ideas? 


SOME of our Esteemed Contemporaries, 
wearying of the paramount topics of 


the day, have latterly fallen to discussing , 


how one may increase 
his vocabulary most 
effectively. One of 
them suggests that the 
seeker after new words 
spend an hour each 
day reading the Dic- 
tionary, and that is 
not a bad suggestion. 

There is a good deal of very interesting 
reading in the Dictionary, though sometimes 
it lacks the truly sustained interest of a 
well-constructed romance. Another writer 
thinks that a page of Roget’s Thesaurus 
committed to memory every day would 
serve the purpose and it doubtless would if 
our lives could be increased from three score 
years and ten to ten score years and three. 
By the time a man reached the prime of 
life at, say, 175 years of age, as far as words 
went he would be remarkably well equipped. 

But after all, is it really words that we 
need? Are there not too many words and 
too few ideas in the minds of our word-users 
of today already? It would harm no man 
to follow out the college professor’s sugges- 
tion that we all learn two new words a day, 
but we think it would be more to the pur- 
pose if our human brothers would try to 
acquire two new ideas a year instead. 

We number among our charming friend- 
ships a man who is a master of twenty-seven 
separate and distinct languages, but the 
dear fellow has no conversation in any one 
of them, and no new progressive thoughts 
to utter through the medium of this unusual 
gift, and we have reluctantly been forced 
to the conclusion that a man with a 
distended vocabulary and a strangulated 
mental initiative is no better off than a per- 
fectly equipped express company in a day 
when everybody is sending his packages by 
parcel post. 





There is plenty of room at the top, but 
there isn’t any place to sit down. 





Brief Decisions 
VERYBODY knows just what a widow 
is going to do next, but no one can be 
sure just when. 
2 
Some people sell out for money, while 
others let money give them away. 
# 
A pessimist is a man who doesn’t know 
anybody who cares to know him. 
# 
When there isn’t anything to talk about, 
woman alone can do it justice. 
* 
It isn’t what a man knows that counts, but 
what he is reputed to know. 
* 
He learns most in the school of experience 
who loves his teacher best. 
# 


All things come to him who waits—if he 


gets there in time. 


A man is always in a hurry to marry the 
wrong woman. 
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“And how old is your baby brother >?” 
“He's a this year's model, sir.” 


R | 


A 


L S 


Farming as a Game of Chance 

ARMING has never been classed as 

gambling, yet apparently there is no 
reason why it should not be. 

The farmer is al- 
ways betting his crop 
against the weather. 
Sometimes he wins, 
and sometimes that 
industrious firm, Pluv- 
ius & Drought, takes 
everything in sight. 

The farmer’s chief gambling, however, 
comes in matters affecting the market. If 
he guesses that potatoes will be the big 
money crop of the year, in all probability 
pumpkins or squash will go soaring, and 
potatoes will hardly be worth digging from 
the ground. If a few farmers make money 
in cabbages during one season, all the farmers 
in their district will specialize in cabbages 
the following year, and the result will be a 
demoralized cabbage market. If a farmer 
buys cattle for a rise, some outlandish 
country in South America will suddenly 
flood the world market with beef, and steers 
will not be worth hauling to market. If he 
goes in for hogs he is gambling against not 
only the market but the cholera as well. If 
he raises garden truck, all the vegetarians 
in his section of the country will begin 
dieting on meat. 

There are successful farmers, but they 
are merely successful bettors. They would 
be successful in poker, stock dealing, or in 
winning the prize quilts at church fairs. 
Guessing the turn of a card or the stopping 
place of a wheel, or telling which way a 
Wall Street stock will jump, is merely the 
same sort of thing a farmer does when he 
picks out the crop that proves to be the 
harvest time winner. It is impossible 
to picture John Oakhurst or Jack Ham- 
lin making a failure of farming, the great- 
est and oldest gambling game known to 
man. 





The most regrettable feature of the 
average auto accident is that the driver 
escapes with a few bruises. 
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Mother—Oh, Eric! I thought you were going to economise to help the poor Belgians, and here I find you with both jam and butter 
on your bread. Eric—Why, of course, Mother! One piece of bread does for both! 


What’s in a Name? She Was So Precise Superficiality 
THE lawyer was in his private office when “Do you go in for aviation?” he asked She—Phyllis Featherweight is going to 
the office boy brought in a card. The the Boston beauty. study geology. 
lawyer took it and after one look at it, “No; not for aviation. One goes in for He—Well, I am glad that she’ll at last 


frowned and then smiled. sea bathing but for aviation one goes up.” get beneath the surface of something. 
The inscription on it 


read: Mr. Roller Skates. It Worked 
“Ts it a pair or only “How'd the Stodeleys manage 
one?” he inquired. to keep their family troubles 
“What, sir?” re- and the divorce so quiet?” 
sponded the boy, not see- “Oh, they followed the old 
ing the point, of course. political rule—Addition, division, 





1?? 


“That’sall right. Bring and silence 





him in.” 
The caller followed shortly and before The Human Race 
the lawyer could put him on the stand he Daughter —Why is it a can- 


volunteered his testimony. He had ob- didate is always referred to as 

served that the lawyer still held his card “running”’ for office? 

in his hand. Father—Because there’s usually 
“Pardon me,” he said, smiling broadly a doubt about his getting it in a 

and nodding towards the card, “but I’m _ walk. 

not to blame for it. My father’s name was 











Skates and my mother’s name was Roller, Prospects Doubtful 
and they gave me my mother’s family Penelope—Did the play have 
name. That was sixty odd years ago and a happy ending? 
there were no other roller skates in this Percival—How should I know? 
country at that time.” Penelope—You saw it, didn’t 
The lawyer cheerfully accepted hisapology you? ; “Say, Jimmie, you're the luckiest fellow I ever saw! Last 
and also a comfortable retaining fee ere the Percival—Yes, but the hero and night I dreamed you called me a liar and just as I was 


caller skated away. —W. J. Lampton. the heroine married each other. going to hit ye with a club I woke up.” 























Man and Machinery 

FEW YEARS agone and the city man was more or less wont to 

stroll along the country wayside and remark: 
“What an uneconomical and altogether unthrifty lot be these 
farmers. Witness yon farm machinery left 
standing in the field, uncovered and the prey 
of the snow and rain and various other well- 
known elements.” 

But now cometh the farmer along the city 
streets, and, as he gazes thereon, one may 
hear him muse aloud as follows: 

“By heck, and all the other uncouth and 
ungainly oaths we are supposed to utilize in the country, wouldst 
see how these city fellows throw away money by letting their 
automobiles stand out on the pave in all sorts of weather, though 
a garage may be just around the block and the charge for shelter 
therein may not be above six bits of silver! It is beyond my 
bucolic comprehension to see wherein such a sinful waste of good 
machinery is a paying proposition.” 

By all of which it would seem that one man takes care of ma- 
chinery about as well as another, whether he liveth in the country 
or in the town. Arthur Chapman. 





The Lallygag 
HE lallygag strolls down the lan 
That leads to Failureville 
He thinks he’s coming back again, 
But he never, never will! 
He turns aside to view the scenes 
That tempt his artist’s eye. 
He loafs and plucks the daffodils, 
And prates of bye-and-bye. 
Tomorrow, next year, some sweet day 
He’s going to achieve 
Tremendous triumphs of some sort, 
If we can him believe 


But why should I the lallygag 
Deride by word or line? 

For futile as his record is 
It’s very much like mine 

I'm always going to achieve 
That which will make me great 

And win undying name and fame 
When it is just too late 

So I'll not chide the lallygag 
Because he wastes his days 

He cannot help how he was born; 
Those are his natural ways. 

Tennyson J. Daft. 





There isn't any trouble going to waste. 


Getting On 
HEN your sixteen year old boy takes you out on the tennis 
court and puts it all over you; 
When the street urchin on roller skates bowls you over on the 
avenue and stops to assist you to rise with a “Sorry, Old Top!”; 
When you receive that notice from the secretary that your 
college class will hold its twenty-fifth anniversary; 
When your daughter’s son is said to resemble his grandfather; 
When you are content to sit in the tenth row instead of the first 
at the Musical Comedy; 
When your tailor suggests that the plaid suiting yeu have selected 
is just a bit youthful for you; 
When you stop reminding people of your birthday; 
When your first sweetheart presents you to her third husband; 
When you overhear your pariners, who entered your employ as 
boys, remark that your business methods are ‘“old-timey”—then 
you say to yourself, “Yes, I’m getting on!”’ —Robert Baker. 


Battery Troubles 
First war fan—Well, what are the Russians doing? 
Second war fan—Well, they put the Czar in the box and shifted 
the Grand Duke to right field. 
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Motorist—I say, have you seen a Runaway Auto hereabouts ? 
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Freddie—Ya-as, |'m_ thinkin’ ‘o over an’ joinin’ the Foreign Legion. 
ayett:—aw—kissed my great-gran’mother, y’ know, or some bally thing like that. 


beggars. 


OWN in her heart Helen really cared 
for Joe, but she wasn’t quite ready to 
admit it. She was a chorus girl in a Broad- 
way show; he was a drug 
clerk in a Broadway 
store at a salary of $15 
a week. Joe was hard- 
working and sincere in 
his love for her, but 
Helen wasn’t so sure. 
She might be willing to 
forget him if the Prince 
came along and oflered 
her a castle in Spain or 
Fifth Avenue. Stranger things than that 
have happened to chorus girls, you know. 
On her way home from the matinée one 
day Helen dropped in to the drug store for 
a chat with Jo and a free sample of Foam- 
at-the-Mouth tooth powder. She had al- 
ready had eight samples, which fact again 
proves that advertising invariably pays 
somebody. 








Alice—Why ? 


THE INCONSISTENCY OF MAN 


By BIDE DUDLEY 


Joe greeted her with joy bordering on 
rapture. “Listen, Helen,” he said, “I’m to 
be raised a dollar a week soon. Will you 
marry me?” 

The possible Prince loomed up in Helen’s 
mind immediately. “No,” she replied. 
“I’m net ready to get married. Stop 
bothering me about that, Joe!” 

Fifty times she had said the same thing 
to him and Joe was getting tired of it. 

“Just for that,” he said fiercely, “I shall 
quit eating. If you persist in your attitude 
I shall die of starvation.” He had read the 
expression in a paper-back novel. 

‘“‘Pooh!”’ was Helen’s rejoinder. 

“Pooh or no pooh,” came from Joe, “it 
goes.”’ Helen tucked her sample of Foam- 
at-the-Mouth in her hand-bag and swished 
out scornfully. She looked the living image 
of “ Pooh.” 


Freddie—Gad! I rawther owe it to the 


A block away she stopped. A sudden 
fear had come over her. Suppose Joe 
should keep his word! 

As has been stated in this little narrative, 
Helen was a chorus girl. Being a chorus 
girl, she was intimately acquainted with the 
values of food; also with the horrible results 
of an absence of it. The sudden fear stuck 
to her. 

“Joe die of hunger!” she murmured. 
“Oh, I mustn’t let him! I’ll hurry back and 
promise to be his.” : 

She entered the drug store breathlessly. 
Joe was nowhere to be seen. The proprietor 
was behind the counter, however, and she 
approached him. 

‘““Where’s Joe?” she asked in a tone that 
spelled anguish. 

“Joe,” he replied carelessly. “Oh, he 
got hungry and went into Clancy’s place 
next door for some free lunch.” 


Some men are married to hush money. 




















“One Thing More” 

IMMISON had had the trunk strap flung 
across his shoulder for ten minutes and 
had opened and closed his wife’s trunk 
that many times in order that she might 
put “one thing more” into it before Jim- 
mison closed it for the last time an( strapped 
it. He had closed the trunk lid in the 
hope that this moment of release had 

come when Mrs. Jimmison said: 

“Oh, yes, dear; there’s one thing more 
—my rubbers! I'll be sure to need them 
before I get home. I will roll them up in 
a newspaper and bring them right to you.” 

While handing him the rubbers she 
said: 

“Oh, I forgot my veils! I must have them in. They are on 
the dresser in my room. I’ll have them here in a moment.” 

A moment later shé called out from the head of the stairs: 

“There’s one thing more, Charlie—my little whisk broom. | 
must take it with me. You haven’t been using it, have you? It 
may be in your room? I wish, dear, that you would put it back in 
my room when you use it. I don’t mind your using it for your hat, 
but I—one thing more! I must take my umbrella. It has a folding 
handle and you can tuck it down at one side of the trunk. I'll 
be there with it in a minute.” 

The trunk lid had gone down for the eleventh time when she 
exclaimed: 

“Oh, one thing more! My silk crépe scarf! I don’t see how I 
could have forgotten it, but here it is across the back of a chair. 
You must put that in and—here’s my three hat pins. They must 
go in. Of course I can’t wear them. I have two in my hat now 
and I wear only certain pins with certain veils and hats. One thing 
more: My violet silk underskirt. I have just found it in a closet 
and I was sure I had put it in but it seems that—one thing more: 
here’s my newest corset cover in the same closet. It must go in. 
I thought I had already put it in and I—one thing more: here is 
a part of my manicure set. I don’t see how I happened to leave it 
out of the case the rest of the set is in, but—yes, and here’s a pair 
of stockings. I was sure I had put in all of the stockings, but I 
remember that I left this pair out to darn them and then I didn’t 
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“Oh, look at that funny man, mother. He's sitting on the 
sidewalk talkin’ to a banana peel!” 
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Mrs. Al K. Hall—Heavens! Mrs. Van Bibble is conceited now since some- 
one told her she looked like me!” 


do it. I will take them and darn them after I get there. That 
reminds me that I believe I will take my knitting-needles and knit 
for the soldiers in my spare time while I am gone. I promised to 
knit six pairs of stockings and I haven’t begun on one pair yet and— 
one thing more: here’s a little white apron I want to take and— 
I guess that is all. You hope so? Every woman is apt to forget 
a few things at the last. Yes, you can close the lid and strap the 
trunk down now and—let me stand on the lid and that will help 
get it down. There! You got it locked? Well, I wouldn’t be 
profane even if it was all you could do to lock it. I think that— 
O, Charlie! It’s too bad, but I honestly believe that I forgot to 
take my purse out of my jacket when I gave it to you to pack! I 
did as sure as you live. And it’s away down under the till! It has 
my ticket I bought yesterday and my money and I will simply 
have to have you unstrap and unlock the trunk and—Charles!” 
—Max Merryman. 


Simile 
ORTIMER was as bold as orange-and-pink hosiery, and Simile 
was as elusive as a cake of castile soap. When, at the ap- 
pointed hour, he repaired to her house, as punctual as a bill collector, 
she tried, like a street-car conductor, to put him off. 

But his mind, like the face of an actress, was made up. Becoming 
as eloquent as a man in a telephone booth which you are waiting to 
use, he said: “Simile, I love you!” 

Her lips quivered like a light auto, but the look in her eyes was 
as far away as Brooklyn. 

“Ah, marry me!”’ he pleaded, his voice sounding as hollow as 
a campaign pledge, “‘—or I shall be as wretched as porous custard.” 

He edged nearer to her, till he was almost as close as the air in 
the subway. He gazed anxiously at her face, the way a person in 
a taxicab gazes at the face of the meter. Her skin was smooth as 
a confidence man and clear as boarding-house soup. He put his 
arm about her slender waist, which was slim as a professor’s salary. 

Yielding suddenly, like a treacherous garter, she murmured, in 
a voice as soft as stale crackers, while tears rushed to her eyes like 
shoppers to a bargain counter, “I am yours.” And she clung to 
him like barbed wire. 

A thrill of joy went through Mortimer like a highwayman. 
“Ah!” he cried. “Then I am as happy as a coincidence!” ~ 
—Lawton Mackall. 
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THE WHOLE CROWD HAPPY EXCEPT TWO 








oe Pe fellers is born lucky! 


‘ootball and broke his leg! Now they can’t li 


and he gets out 0’ school for a whole month! 


Colonel Beanfugle on Neighbors 
a WE really ought to call on the people 
across the way,” said Mrs. Beanfugle 
to the Colonel, one evening. 

“Why should we 
call on the people 
across the way?” 
echoed the Colonel, 
with the voice and 
manner of a minstrel 


interlocutor. 
“Because,” pur- 
sued Mrs. Bean- 


fugle, “they are 
strangers, and it is 
the custom to call 
on new neighbors.” 

“In this matter of 
neighbors,” said the 
Colonel, laying down 
his magazine, “I believe the word should be 
expunged from the dictionary—or at least 
from the dictionaries that city folks use. 
Neighbors, in the customary sense of the 
term, are relics of barbarism—of the day long 
before there were any cities. When man lived 
in the country, surrounded by few human 
beings, naturally he longed for what he didn’t 





have. He wanted the close communion of 
crowds. He couldn’t get the crowds, so he 


scraped acquaintance with the few individ- 
uals nearest him. Mr. and Mrs. Ab went to 
call on Mr. and Mrs. Op in the next cave to 
the south, and on the Tu family in the cave 
to the north. One can understand that such 
human companionship was comforting, with 
wild beasts and human enemies skulking 
outside, and with no artificial aids like 
electric lights and books and music to enable 
each family to shift for itself in the matter of 
fighting off loneliness.” 

“T don’t see what that has to do with our 
calling on the people across the way,” in- 
terposed Mrs. Beanfugle. 

“When we passed out of the cave man 
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of; 
Spike Brown played hookey to play 
lick him for playin’ hookey 


nag era,”’ went on the 
j Colonel, “there 
was less demand for 
these 
were simply mat- 
ters of self-protec- 
tion. They de- 
veloped into formal 
affairs. They were 
continued merely 
because they had 
become an institu- 
tion. When any- 
thing has persisted 
thousands of vears, 
[I have a theory 
that it becomes 
part of our con- 
sciousness. The per- 
sistence of neigh- 
borly calls through 
countless genera- 
tions is stirring in your blood and impels 
you to go over to see those people across 
the way. Out of the calls which were 
first made as matters of self-protection, 
have come the social calls which we classify 
as matters of neighborliness. Calls are 
paid today merely because the Abs and Ops 
and Tus started them going away back in 
the dark ages. So-called neighborliness is 
merely a relic of cave-man custom—that’s 
all. When the big cities came into exis- 
tence, the necessity for neighborliness 
vanished. There were thousands of people 
close at hand every hour, and the 
descendants of the Abs and the Tus 
didn’t have to hunt each other up in 
order to keep off the blue devils of 
loneliness. ‘That’s why this custom 
of neighborliness is at its lowest ebb 
in the great cities — as it should be. 
That’s why each man or each family 
shifts for itself, and why one flat 
dweller knows not the name of the 
next flat dweller and cares less what 
that name may be.” 

“We aren’t flat dwellers,” said 
Mrs. Beanfugle, “and we really ought 
to be thinking about calling on those 
folks across the way.” 

“Tl give it up!” ejaculated the 
Colonel. “The Spencerian _persis- 
tence of force is nothing in compari- 
son with the persistence of a woman’s 
determination. If you must call on 
those people across the way, go alone. 
I’m not cultivating any neighbors.” 

Two or three days later Mrs. 
Beanfugle remarked that she had 
nodded to the woman across the way, 
as a sort of preliminary to further 
acquaintance, and had been rewarded 
with a cool stare for her pains. 

“'That’s as much neighborliness as 
some people have!’ snorted the 
Colonel. “It’s mighty queer, when 
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the units of the human race are so depen- 
dent on each other socially, how absurdly 
unsocial some of those units can act. 
The entire fabric of civilization is based 
on neighborliness, but some folks never 
seem to realize it, and I guess the folks 
across the way are that sort. Well, we 
can always drop in at the Browns’ for a 
little game of cards. They’re neighbors 
after my own heart!”—Arthur Chapman. 


The Better Days 
PUFF my cigar and I gaze at the smoke 
And somehow or other I see 
A vision of days when, a youngster and broke. 
I dreamed of my triumphs to be. 
I think how I lived on the coarsest of fare 
And relished it heartily too, e 
And lived in an attic, unlovely and bare, 
Yet laughed at my hardships, all through 


Ah, those were the days when a dollar was wealth, 
And a “V” was a vulgar display; 
When, hopeful of spirit and robust of health 
I laughed ali life’s worries away; 
When luxury’s height was a beer now and then 
And a reeking old pipe brought delight,— 
That halcyon season will come not again, 
It’s vanished forever from sight. 


But am I down-hearted?—no, not on your life, 
I'd rather be rich than be poor. 
Believe me, the past with its struggle and strife 
Holds never a bit of allure; 
I smoke my Havana with not a regret 
(A pipe isn’t in it for cheer) 
And tenderloin’s better than liver, you bet- 
And champagne is better than beer! 
—Berton Braley 


New Chauffeur—Pardon me, Sir! I used to run an express 


elevator and sometimes I forget myself. 
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The Widow 
HEN you marry a Widow, laugh with 
her, not at her. 
Never trust one to stay so. 

Some remarry 
because they were 
happy before, and 
others because 
they Need the 
Money. 

Why should you 
not be charmed, 
if she has the 
Ability?—We said 
Ability, not Alibi. 

Is it not wise 
to listen to the voice of Experience? 

And ought one to refuse to rescue the 
Perishing? 

Some Widows learned to cook when they 
married before. 

Who are you that you should Venture 
Abroad on High Gear and not be Pinched? 

Lest any man should fear his Fate, let 
him Seize it. 

Loveliness, Thy name is Widow. 

When a Widow is coy, She means it: 
Maidens Bluff: Widows, Never—unless they 
intend to Make Good. 

What is good for her, is good for you.— 
Probably. 

She forgave her first, if she is willing to 
marry you. - 

She won't expect as Swell a wedding. 

A gentleman Acquires a certain Distinc- 
tion he never had before, when he marries 
a Widow. 

And she is Easier, on the Mother-in-law 
Question. Which is Important. 

Many sad words have been spoken by men 
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Messenger—lI feel like a darn kidnapper! 


who Promised Too Much. The Widow is 
Modest in her Demands, and wise in her 
ways. 

Might as well be hung for a sheep as a 
lamb. 

Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereot: 

Suppose you were marrying a lady centi 
pede who cared for silk stockings. 





Had No Use for It 


She—I see the Benedicts have returned. 
No doubt they threw away a lot of money 
on their wedding trip. 

He—I don’t know about that, but Bene- 
dict told me that they let a lot of mighty 
fine scenery go to waste. 





There is a sort of carefree deviltry 
about Courting a Widow, too. 
“Once a widow always willing,” was 


not said of the Grass variety. (It 
didn’t have to be.) 
It’s a lame excuse that a_ well 


trained widow won’t accept. 

When that giddy, compromising 
thrill of Loneliness seizes you—She 
Knows, She Knows! 

When the Autumn leaves are falling, 
Cheer the Husbandless. 

Never was Widow so adamant 
couldn’t be interested just a little. 
The gaming instinct is strong. 

There is a tremendous difference be- 
tween being locked in and locked out. 

A paper napkin won’t stay on your 
lap, but a Widow— 

In the Sea of Matrimony, one swims 
more gallantly who has had experience. 
A life saver in the family is worth two 
in the Movies. 

When the whip-poor-will calls, the 


she 


Widder will. e 


considerate, cautious 


A Widow is 

















and comfortable. 
Caveat Uxor, however. 


—Fred Ladd. 
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Prosperity has ruined many a man for 
his own good. 


L'SON HOOVER. 





THOSE NAMES 
‘Call General Howitzer and tell him to attack 


Czpwyczgrawysz.” 


“ Czpwyczgra — Czpwycz —_— 
“Tell him to attack Buzkow.” 





Safe at Last 
HE country had finally been made proof against invasion and 
For fifty miles back from each coast and from the 
Every 


conquest. 
borders there was nothing but a series of bristling forts 
farm was dotted with concealed bat 
teries and with concrete foundations 
for heavy field pieces. Every house 
in every city and village was fitted 
with concrete redoubts and with 
places for mounting rapid fire guns. 
Every public building was either an 
arsenal or an armory. Every street 
was mined and every waterway was 
equipped with torpedo nets. So complete was the military pre 
paredness of the nation that you had only to go half a block in any 
direction to find arms and ammunition. The military authorities 
promptly suppressed any grumblings over their action in com- 
mandeering back-yards, lawns, wings of houses, sections of farms, 
boulevards, streets, alleyways, factories or whatever place they 
wished for the placing of defense guns for strategical purposes. 
The civilian population was further protected by being required 
to understand and conform to military regulations. All street cars, 
automobiles, railway trains and passenger boats were armored, and 
half of each conveyance was occupied by quick-firing guns and a 
detachment of soldiery. In the rural districts, planting and culti- 
vation, as well as harvesting, were permitted only when they did 
not interfere with army maneuvers. 

The nation had been thoroughly and adequately protected. No 
enemy could invade, attack or conquer it with impunity or with 
any chance whatsoever. 

But, strange to say, after the country had been made absolutely 
the safest in the world, nobody would live in it, and soon it became 
a desolate ruin, because there were no taxpayers left to support 
the army and navy and maintain the military establishments 

It is very hard to manage a country to please its people 

W. D. Nesbit. 





He Felt Grateful 
“IT have never owned any automobiles,” said the man 
hadn’t yet paid for his home, “but I can say one thing in praise 
of them.” 
“What is that?” inquired Henderson. 
“They have made mortgages respectable.”’ 


who 





Borhadale Reyne — 
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* She pads dreadfully, and men rave about her form” “ Yes 








Belle is a padded sell all right.” 
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‘What are you goin’ to do with that swamp patch o' yourn ?” 
“Oh, two fellers want it. One to sell fer buildin’ lots and t’other to cut ice on.” 


Hay Rick Philosophy 
O MAN is a complete failure who succeeds in making a perfect 
fool of himself. 
A woman is sometimes known by the dogs she keeps. 
Worry is all right, but don’t make it a creed. 
Genius consists in a talent for making good. 
Misery loves company, but it is usually of the unrequited sort. 
To the pessimist life is just another name for the morning after. 
Envy is the by-product of Success. H. J. Carroll. 


A Breach 
Binks—Young Mr. Flighhigh is certainly a man of promise. 
Jinks—So I hear. I understand Miss Butterfly is suing him 
for fifty thousand. 


And Proud of It 
Registration clerk (at polls)—Madam, are you married or un- 
married? 


Suffragette—Unmarried, for the fourth time, sir! 





The man who only stands and waits can always be found wait- 
ing at the same old stand. 


My Luck with Leaves 
Y NEIGHBOR—he’s a good old 
soul - 
Delights to take 
His garden rake 
And cluster up, in calm control, 
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The leaves once blown asunder; 

He scrapes each from its hiding place, 
And puts it where 
No blustery air 

Will blow it hence and bring disgrace: 
Yet why it won’t, I wonder 


When I rake leaves and pile ’em high 
With a desire 
For sudden pyre, 

I tilt ’em neatly toward the sky 
And touch my match just under; 

My neighbor always has success 
But my leaves blow 
Like drifting snow 

And burn my house down, more or less; 
Is this just Fate? 





I wonder! 


A. Walter Utting 











All Head Work Is 


“VV! 
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Brainw 
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proudly, 
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played the Pittsburgh end of this links before.’ 
with him, and he thought | was joking.” 


-heimet 


Yes, Marse Peyton, he am engaged in 





I re you-all would call intellectual 
0 I ays his job calls for clever 

i k 10 but head work.” 

Wh “a g?” 

He’s ell with a side show, stick- 
ng t oodle through a hole in the canvas 
ol é ople to throw bad eggs at, three 
hrows for a jitney, and he sure has to do 
on ‘ headwork to keep that big 
ocoanut of his from getting busted up into 
1 whole lot o’ little filberts.”’ 


C. L. Edson. 


Not Fair to Look Upon 
Traveler 
wife good-by? 
Porter—The lady in gray over there, sir? 
Traveler—Y es. 
Porter—You have time enough, all right. 
doesn’t cost 


Politeness anything. It 


wouldn’t be worth anything if it did. 


OUNTRY 
“Indeed ? 


—Porter, have I time to kiss my 





CLUB 


How’s that >” 


“T asked him 


Out in Kankakee 


4 oe told me in a whisper how 
Had nestled close, and ther 


had lifted me afar; 
And sweetly came the feeling | wa 


i racing Car 


Home again! 





And » I smi I I cy bore away the pain 

1 ght 1d music in the air; 

And inspiration, dreams, and many a vision fair 

Of da gone, ere I, a Pavement de votee, 

Had roamed from gay Manhattan out to Kankakee. 
But, oh, good people, list hear my ardent moan; 
I valesced to find my splendid dream had flown 


s busy pave; and nix the ecstasy! 
t in Kankakee. 
Frederic Pierpont. 


From Broadway 


It isn’t worth the money 


A Solution 

“T see that the English newspapers com- 
plain because the British workingman 
drinks a few glasses of beer and then can’t do 
anything else all day.” 

“Why in the world don’t the English 
government make a Christmas present of a 
day’s supply of that beer to each German 


soldier?” 








A MIT Y 


By IRVING 


T H E 


HE GOLF course at Amity Dam was the gift of Deacon Stubbs. 
His doctor had recommended to him the modern invention 
The Deacon had decided to try it. He had ac- 

quired a fortune and amassed a physique. Of 

both he had more than he needed. Often For- 

P tune uses fat for the purpose of emphasizing her 


called “exercise.” 






favorites. Gradually his person had waxed un- 
til it was, in a way, underscored and written in 
capital letters. His doctor had warned the 
deacon that nature was getting him ready to be 
wiped off the slate—like a senseless curlicue, or a 
learnt lesson. The doctor had recommended 
exertions. 

Now the Deacon’s fat was machine made—in a soft-cushioned, 
perambulating fat factory which is the most insidious enemy of 
the human leg. At first he planned to remove the fat by machinery. 
He bought a horse to make the exertions for him, while he grew lean 
in the saddle. It didn’t work. The horse bore up as hard as the 
Deacon bore down, and between the two a good deal of bad feeling 
existed. Undoubtedly the Deacon bore down harder than he in- 
tended, for he had not weighed himself in a year. The horse got 
sore and hot, and so did the Deacon. He concluded that he would 
make his own exertions. Golf promised to be an effective ally in 
his gentle war against fat and inertia. 

If Amity Dam had a golf course, it would attract the giddy tri- 
flers of the north, and so increase its summer colony. It would be 
a benefit to the Deacon and his neighbors, and the latter would 
contribute to its maintenance. 

Down at Utica the Deacon had once tried to play and had seen 
a man standing in a bunker spitting sand and so forth. The so 
forth gave the Deacon his great idea of the Damless golf course— 
one which should not be full of pits and hazards to provoke the 
player. After all, one played golf mostly for pleasure—didn’t he? 

Amity Dam was a peaceful, God-fearing community. Peaceful, 
God-fearing golf was possible and they should have it. 

In Amity Dam the saints in the church and the cemetery had 
been mostly machine made. They had professed religion, and hired 
pews, and contributed to home and foreign missions, and paid twenty- 
five cents a head for ice cream and cake at the sociables, and the 
church had done the rest. It had been like buying fire insurance. 
They allowed the minister no latitude. He didn’t dare tell them that 
their souls were dying of moral indolence. By and by, being human, 
the minister took the path of least resistance and became a spiritual 
mechanic. Those people treated the church as they treated their 
corn shellers and cash registers. It was a convenience—a labor- 
saving machine that did the most of their soul work and guaranteed 
results. 





DAM 


BACHELLER 


So the Deacon’s golf course was to be in perfect harmony with 
the spirit of the place. 

He bought three horse lawn mowers and a roller, and hired a force 
of men and went to work. He knew what he wanted. His land 
was smooth. He moved some of the walls. He built his tees on 
the hilltops and his greens in the valleys. His greens were made 
with a gentle slope from all sides toward the cup. There were no 
bunkers, sand traps or ditches. It was to be a labor-saving machine 
with gravitation for its motive power. One had only to start the 
ball and nature did the rest, or most of it. If there had been such 
a thing as a patent, automatic, gasoline driver the Deacon would 
have considered it. A young man in the village, who had played, 
gave lessons on the course every morning. Young and old came to 
learn how to swing and keep their eyes on the ball. 

The Deacon took a double hand-full of sand and teed up for his 
first game. 

“When I played ball I used to like ’em knee high,” he remarked. 

He swung and swooped and hit the sand which flew in the air, 
while his ball stepped down a few inches. He tried again. His 
neck seemed to lengthen a little. His head bent low. He fastened 
his gaze on the ball and mentally nailed and wired and glued it 
there. If the earth had trembled and split, he wouldn’t have looked 
up. He took a short swing and landed fair on the ball. 

Jerusalem, how it sizzled and sailed! It hit the sward away be- 
low, ran like a scared cat, hopped to the green and disappeared. 
What a sense of power and satisfaction he got out of that whack! 
His great problem was solved. As he proudly walked toward the 
green he forgot that he was getting exercise, in his regret that so 
many years of his life had been wasted. He cut his ball and slashed 
the air and tore the green mantle of the hills, but the memory of 
that one whack sustained and kept him going. 

So it went with the others. Some played every afternoon, and 
on Saturday the course was crowded. It was all as merry and peace- 
ful as a party in the basement of the Congregational Church. No 
playing was allowed on Sunday, but in every back yard one could 
hear the swish of clubs swinging at nubbins in the grass. Some of 
the players improved rapidly. The Deacon had made the course 
in thirty-five. One young man had achieved the unheard of score 
of twenty-nine. 

The Deacon and others had observed that their opponents were 
inclined to be reckless counters. They forgot some of their misses 
and foozles—a fact which led to occasional arguments. Still the 
village seemed to have a natural talent for the game. 

A team of its best players accepted the challenge of the Elk 
Valley Club to play a match on the course of the latter. The Deacon 
and the Minister were on the team of the Amity Dam Club. The 
ladies of Elk Valley were to serve luncheon on the club grounds. 














The team and its friends rode across 
country in motor cars at a rattling pace. 

Mrs. Risley, in her husband’s faded fivesome, looked as if she were 
sitting in the lap of luxury. It was a bony, old car of noble gaso- 
lineage. It groaned and tottered along in worn slippers with the 


The invitation was general. 


yoice of the seventh age in its bronchitical horn. That procession 
signalized the reign of machinery. 

The pleasures of social intercourse attracted most of the people, 
but many went to see the game. One wise man had said that it 
would be worth hearing anyhow. 

Now the Elk Valley course was cleverly trapped and bunkered. 
It was narrow, with hopeless rough on all sides. 

The game began. That morning the Deacon wore his justly 
celebrated pair of transparent pants—his spotless, white flannels! 
They resembled in a way the cloak of humanity. Therefore, they 
must not be overlooked. He strode jauntily to the first tee as light 
and playful as “a wanton, ambling nymph.” 

The Deacon teed high, as usual, and drove a long slice into the 
woods. His opponent went straight down the course. Another pair 
drove while the Deacon hunted in the skunk cabbage for his ball. 
The player from Amity Dam drew into a trap and took five to get 
out. So it went. The visiting team began to talk loudly. Down 
toward the center of the course a lot of birds flew out of a tree as if 
startled by a gunshot. There was a rapid movement among the 
white dresses and gay parasols of the gallery. The Deacon had got 
into a quarrel with his adversary as to whether he had made the 
fourth hole in five or nine. The Deacon owned that he might be 
mistaken, but to that extent. They delayed the game and 
compromised. 

At the eighth hole the Deacon broke down and threw his club 
into the lake and started for the house. The mid-iron had entered 
his soul. It had made a large opening. His transparent pants were 
wet, muddy and shrunken. They were as unfit for publication as his 
language. There was a ripple of sound in the air around him like 
the wake of a boat. On the way in he met a fellow townsman who 
had also given up. 

“This is a dash (non sic) of a course,” the Deacon exclaimed. 
“T’ve moved all the sand out of the swearin’ pits and waded in the 
mud holes and counted the violets in the woods and swum in the 
pond. I could stand that all right but I'll be damned!—I want you 
to be sure and hear what I say—I’I] be damned if I’ll allow any man 
to question my word.”’ 

“That’s the reason I quit,” said the other. 

The match was over. The players had returned to the club 
house. The visitors were hot and nervous. The minister was the 
only man among them who had kept his head and the approval of his 
conscience. The Elk Valleyites were calm and good-natured. 

The president of their club said to the visitors: “Boys, you 
needn’t be discouraged. This is a hard course and it’s new to you. 
I used to swear about it myself. It taught me how to control my 
game and my temper. Golf is the best ally of the church. When I 
began playing I discovered that I was a born liar. It was better 
than finding gold. Some men never discover the facts about their 
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own character, because nobody ever questions the score. Others 
know all about them, but they do not know themselves.” 

The Elk Valley Standard of that week contained this suggestive 
item: : 

“The Amity Dammers returned to Amity Dam defeated but 
distinguished. Their golf might be better, but as explorers they 
rival Dr. Cook.” 

At the Congregational Church the next Sunday the minister 
entered the pulpit with new courage and ended his sermon as 
follows: 

‘We have a golf course that is like our life. It is too easy. It 
has no straight and narrow way beset with difficulties. We tee off 
and go on an easy downward slope to the hole, and the hole is sup- 
posed to lead directly to heaven. The scheme is wrong. We need 
moral bunkers. We need exercise for the soul as well as the body. 
Our souls have grown fat with laziness. There has been nobody to 
question the score. Hereafter I propose to do it. Some of you will 
say that there are no sand pits—no trouble in Amity Dam. The fact 
is the course is full of trouble. Our school building is a disgrace, 
our water is a menace to public health, our politics is a morass. 
Let’s reconstruct our Church course and keep our eyes on the ball.” 

After che service a number of people gathered around Deacon 
Stubbs, the leading member of the Church 

‘Are we going to put up with that kind of talk?”’ one of them 
asked. . 

“Of course we are,” said the Deacon. “I for one have dis- 
covered that I am only half-civilized, and I don’t believe that I’m 
any worse than the rest of you.” 


The Doctor 
MB: LORDHAM usually decides to seek medical advice when 
she has already decided what she is going todo next. She con- 
sults her physician by asking him if what she is going to do is not 
the best for her to do. He tells her it is, of course. That is done. 
‘““My doctor has ordered me to the Riviera.’ 

There is the business man who does as he—pleases. He calls his 
doctor to have seme blank discomfort put an end to, perhaps a 
morning headache; who knows? Well, Ais doctor may do the job 
in prompt order. But there are doctors and doctors. Some of them 
have minds and opinions and methods of their Own. Is their advice 
in demand? Well, other men are busier, perhaps. 

A good deal depends upon the doctor’s being a psychologist. 
If he is, your body may lose out. Psychology is so fashionable it 
is apt to crowd important matters. 

Perhaps the practician most to be pitied is the one who plays 
to the main chance. Science and art and medicine may go to the 
winds. The public is allowed to think that what it likes best is 


best; and yet some of the public yet knows where learning is at home, 
and respects learning. : 

But there is a professional or political tendency to interfere 
with personal and social prerogative. The forced inspection called 
medical shows that persecution on both sides is evened up. 

—Tod Chenevix. 
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CCOMPANIED by applause and the excited strains of one of 

the few orchestras left in New York to accompany anything 

but a musical show, the curtain fell on the second act of “The 
Unchastened Woman.” 

“Well,” exploded the Tired-business-man, “I don’t see where 
they got the nerve to call this thing a comedy! The only funny 
thing about it is that three of the leading actors were all in the 
original company of ‘Peg O’ My Heart.’” 

“My dear chap,” observed the Critic, “if you had ever read 
Dante’s ‘Divine Comedy,’ you would realize that the word has a 
broader meaning than that which it ordinarily connotes. Comedy 
in the broadest sense——” 

“Ts pretty darned broad,” observed the Suburbanite, without 
looking up from the new Fall time-table, revised for winter use. 
He had just discovered that the 11:15 now left at 11:19 (except on 
Saturdays, Sundays and holidays), which explained the unexpected 
jeud esprit from that quarter. 

The Débutante was not slow to take ad- 
vantage of the dyke with which the Suburban- 
ite had temporarily stemmed the tide of the 
Critic’s onrushing verbiage. 

“Mm-m-m!” she interjected; “my, but I 
just Jove this play! I’d simply adore to have 
a gown like the one that sweet, wicked woman 
wears!” 

This characteristic outburst was lost on her 
neighbors. For myself, I was marveling at the 
fact that Miss Christine Norman had just de- 
livered a long speech in a strong emotional 
scene without raising her voice above the nor- 
mal pitch, and had held the audience spellbound. 
The achievement had left me speechless. 

“This play has just two virtues,” pro- 
claimed the Suburbanite. 

“Ah!” breathed the Critic softly. “‘The 
Two Virtues’—there’s a play for you! Sutro at his best. 
lect! Real satire! Very Shavian, very!” 

“Bah!” snorted the Tired-business-man. “I’d rather see 
Sothern in Shakespeare than in that driveling nonsense. The 
only decent thing about it was the two cute flappers who came out 
between the acts and played ‘I Can’t Get Him Up,’ on those xylo- 
phones. Of course, they should have played something snappy 
like ‘She’s All Full of Ginger’ in ‘Town Topics,’ and there wasn’t 
any punch to those George Washington costumes—but they had 
the idea!” 

“TI think—,” began the Débutante. 


' “Millennium!” muttered the Critic. 


Intel- 


He was a bit disgruntled 








CURTAINS 


at the manner in which his remarks had been received. The Débu- 
tante was unperturbed. “I think,” she went on, “that Sothern is 
almost my favorite actor, except Howard Esterbrook, in ‘Miss 
Information.’ He’s such a big, handsome old peach!” 

I tacitly endorsed this appreciation. 

“Speaking of ‘Miss Information,’ somebody was, I think,” 
said the Critic. “It is remarkable that a play based on such old 
trick ‘situations should please the audience.” 

“There’s nothing remarkable about it,” retorted the Tired- 
business-man, “‘all that play stuff comes at the beginning, and the 
audience is willing to sit through it to see the last act—which is 
a musical comedy. Just what I’ve always said. Legs and ladies! 
That’s what gets the show over.” 

“Tt certainly gets over,” chuckled the Suburbanite, with the 
air of an amateur Ed Wynn. “The night I went, it got over so 
soon that I walked to the Grand Central.” 

The Débutante tittered. 

The Tired-business-man glared at the Sub- 
urbanite, whose discovery of the changed train 
schedule had evidently gone to his head. The 
Critic said something about the pun belonging 
to the Elizabethan stage that I didn’t quite 
catch, for I was secretly wondering whether the 
versatility of Miss Elsie Janis, or the humorous 
finesse of Maurice Farkoa was the more im- 
portant factor in the success of “‘ Miss Informa- 
tion.” When I turned my attention to the 
conversation again, “Sherlock Holmes” and 
William Gillette were under discussion. 

“One good thing about Gillette,” the 
Tired-business-man was saying, “‘you know 
what you’re going to get.” 

“That’s the trouble,” sighed the Critic, “he 
believes in the well-made artificial play. He 
openly admits his fondness for Sardou.” 

“T love the way you use the French names for things,” whis- 
pered the Débutante, “it sounds so deliciously wicked. I know I’d 
love Sardou. What is it?” 

“Tt isn’t anit. It’s a man—a playwright.” 

The Suburbanite was looking at his watch. 
mud, send up that curtain!” he exploded at last. 

“The management thanks you for that remark,” said the Critic 
slyly. He evidently had something up his sleeve to make the 
Suburbanite regret his moment of wit. 

“How’s that?” queried the Man-of-the-time-table. 

“Why,” retorted the Critic as the curtain went up on the third 
act, “it responded pretty quickly to your curtain call.” 


“For the love of 
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é¢7T.HE RESEARCH MAGNIFICENT,” 
by H. G. Wells. Henry Fie'ding, 
when he wrote “Tom Jones” and William 
Makepeace Thackeray, in “Vanity Fair,” 
sought to epitomize their epochs in novel 
form. Mr. H. G. Wells has undertaken the 
same task in “The Research Magnificent.” 
It is unfair to compare his novel with either 
Thackeray’s or Fielding’s. Unfair—and 
complimentary 
He tells the story of William Porphyry 
Benham—from the time of his birth till the 
day he is shot down, in the streets of Jo- 
hannesburg. It is the story of a research 
magnificent, of an attempt “to work out for 
himself, thoroughly and completely, a po- 
litical scheme, a theory of his work and duty 
in the world, a plan of the world’s future 
that should give him a rule for his life.” 
In search of his principle he wanders from 
England to Italy, to Albania, Russia, India, 


China, Germany, America and South 
Africa. He does not succeed in working 
out a theory for his own life. Certainly 


he does not succeed in working out one 
for the reader. The only result is a 
more chaotic chaos than ever but it is an 
attempt magnificent. 

# 

“Shadows of Flame,” by Amélie Rives. 
The heroine, Sophy Taliaferro, calls her- 
self “‘a happiness hunter.” In search of 
joy she gallops in and out of three love 
affairs. Such inconstancy on the part of 
the heroine would ordinarily displease the 
reader. As arule we like our story-book 
heroines to be limpid pools, capable, to 
complete a rather neat figure, of only 
one splash. But Sophy is different. She 
is so impulsively vivid that we cannot 
help liking her, in spite of her multitudi- 
nous amours. We'd like her even better, 
if hee story weren’t quite so long. 

* 

“A Young Man’s Year,” by Anthony 
Hope. After an unusually long silence 
Mr. Hope returns to literary work with 
this interesting novel. It is only one year 


out of a young man’s life that he is de- 
scribing,—but in this one year, the youth 
falls in love with a shopkeeper’s daughter, 
transfers his affections to a married lady, 
sees the latter run away with still an- 


Sent 


other gentleman, and finances the produc- 
tion of a farce. At the end of the year’s 
experiences he is ready to take up his life’s 
work as a barrister. 


n g 


# 

“The Nurse’s Story,” by Adele Bleneau. 
A war story, of course, but a war story that 
does not owe its effectiveness to a yellow- 
journalistic treatment of atrocities. The 
heroine is an American girl, a Red Cross 
Nurse at the front, who saves the life of an 
English officer by her skill and determina- 
tion. The author is so skillful in her use of 
“local color”’—i. e., hospital incidents, 
military dialect, etc.—that the novel reads 
as if it might actually be the story of a Red 
Cross nurse on the firing line. 

# 

“ Merry-Andrew,” by Keble Howard. As 
the title might suggest, the hero is a whim- 
sical young gentleman who has never taken 
life seriously enough to realize that it is 
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necessary to keep alive. Accordingly, when 
circumstances force him to support himself, 
he turns blithely from cloistered Oxford to 
journalistic London. The road to wealth 
and fame, he discovers, is not entirely mac- 
adamized. But, in the end, he triumphs— 
financially and matrimonially—without los- 
ing any of his buoyant merry-andrewism. 
J 

“The Desert Trail,” by Dane Coolidge. 
Contemporary Mexico is not merely a 
cause for political vexation; it bristles with 
romance. A young American soldier of 
fortune crosses the Rio Grande in search of 
a lost mine. His attempts are thwarted by 
an attractive young lady who ultimately 
discovers that she is in love with him. 
Whereupon, she withdraws her opposition. 
There are many daring adventures, to say 
nothing of the usual quota of villains. 

# 
“The Way of These Women,” by E. 
Phillips Oppenheim. As is the case in 
most of Mr. Oppenheim’s novels, the plot 
is everything. In “The Way of These 
Women” the plot is a queston of who 
killed Marquis de Akenham. Sir Jermyn 
Annerly, the unfortunate man’s host, can- 
not solve the mystery; neither can his fi- 
ancée, Sybil Cluley; the local police are 
baffled; Scotland Yard can see no clue. 
But—alas!—the reader can. Mr. Op- 
penheim has concocted better plots. 
* 

“The Curse of Castle Eagle,” by Kath- 
arine Tynan, is a graceful story of Irish 
gentlefolk and peasants. ‘“‘The curse” 
that has hung over the head of the Castle 
for centuries is removed by the joining of 
two families. There are no “great mo- 
ments”’ in the novel. On the other hand, 
there are no military atrocities—which is 
a relief, as well as a distinction. 

J 

“The Brown Mouse,” by Herbert Quick, 
is a back-to-the-soil love story, more rural 
than most rural stories. The central char- 
acter is not, as one might conclude from 
the title, a pet or precocious field- 
mouse. “Brown Mouse” is the term 
applied to a prodigy, a genius—in this 
case, one Jim Irwin. The story fairly 
teems with good old Iowa ozone. 
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Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
omnger FROM 
onDGu Te E TOOK his paper up to read, 
= mee Soe = Seed | And saw in big type, ‘Women Plead 
cto petese cave 7e8 ime Oe. a1 lee For Rights,” and threw it down in rage, 
Our big money-saving 1916, 176 page And sought a magazine’s fresh page, 
Yet there the same thing stirred his ire, 
y ty Any style “Women to Politics Aspire.” 
free with every diamond. 


mountis HAMILTON And when he looked a new book o'er, 
; e stormed when “ Mothers’ Votes” he saw. 
Evin He st 1 wh Mothers’ Votes” he saw 

ATCHES And so eschewing print he went 
Per ly» ea ‘ To walk the streets on pleasure bent, 
Carat , And straightway to a crowd drew near 
— seers In time a suffrage speech to hear. 
iC. 
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To seek the country roads talk-free, portends a successful end. the I 
Sotects you fully, as we agree to Fe- Yet there he met a company Experts blend the choicest liquors, wome 
ae year aoaey in Gall eng tne Of suffrage hikers on their rounds, mix them to measure, age them 6§ 
any kind, every 1916 returned. . And so he fled from nature’s bounds, to smoothness in the wood. 083, 
wee For IWi6Caraccove Hi ve ANY But found that movie, church and maid, 4 cabin ot dealer’ they t 
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R. JESSE ANDREW DEAN, Proba- 

tion Officer from the Juvenile Court 

of Denver, Colorado, on passing thro’ New 
York City recently said: 
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“In my opinion woman suffrage ought to d 
be tried out throughout the country. I Reduce to 
7 “iF have held public positions for eight years : 
QO in Denver and I feel that I am quite com- Until further notice 1 wil 
petent to judge of the woman voter as I see g 
her. When I contrast the polls as I used to . MUSCLE ZZ 
know them with the clean, orderly places : BUILDER Y 
we have now, I can’t praise her influence OUTFIT YW 
enough. _The women of Denver who have to any reader of “Judge” upon A: 
= =— great political influence are just as sweet and receipt of $1.00-—just one-third the 
: = ° ° regular price. I will also include a 
= i= womanly as are the disfranchised women of complete body - building course t Teel 
ra a) the east and much more interesting. Mrs. ee The Muactle Dollie 
—s 2 = F. Costigan, President of the Woman’s Club will — eee “= 
of Denver, a very influential woman, conducts s&s °s, —man, woman or child. AN 
a Sunday School class every Sunday and i \S So ae 
DIARY March 3, 1820 . - 4 ) ‘ y Royer’ 
A pleasant evening we had, Dick and is known thro’ the west as the best primary , Anc 
4 Not fur the wealth of the Indies Sunday School teacher to be had. Woman " A Chest toget 
would I exchange the three best . ri pe. “a 2 
things I have—my old friend Dick, Suffrage is a success in the West and it is Expander Also So 
my good dog Prince and reliable considered so perfectly normal and usual Fo: nik | 
, ° vs with each outfit, I will give an extra 
Old Overholt Rye among us that it really seems unnatural to handle,without charge, by which the washe 
, . ‘ > , > » Fk Muscle Builder can instantly be 
“Same for 100 years me that the women of the East should ee ae reser 
: >» voteless.” a Ex be used for developi ‘ 
Tesi the folend of men who | roti So deee od hang. Tats edvenar diy 
and still the friend of men who this opportunity while it lasts. perso1 
appreciate a choice, delightful The Wail of the Ta er Send your order today. the 
Se Aged in the wood, le . poate , Prof. Anthony Barker , 
ottled in bond. 6“ W HEN women vote,” says Mr. Tax- Studio 9A, 110 West 42d Street, New York § J 9% 
A. Overholt & Co., Pittsburgh, Pe, payer wailingly, “we'll have to pay TI 
more taxes. Keep her out.” BUSI 





If the affrighted gentleman would cast Ant 


his fearful eye over the census report he “Innocence ~ masor 
would become somewhat reassured. In Abroad to th 
no,” 


Colorado there was a reduction in the per 
capita levy from 1902-1912 that amounted 


FoR MEN OF BRAINS to 17 cents or nine per cent. In Oregon there 
is a decreasing average in the tax rate. 

IGARS From being $3.32 in 1902, it fell to $1.89 in 

1912. This was 43.1 per cent. In Kansas 


“MADE AT KEY WEST during the same period there was a decrease 
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obgst Pet cent. while in Illinois the tax rate 
siereased from $5.15 in 1902 to $3.62 in 
All these are those villainous things— 
states. On the other hand North 
god South Dakota, Michigan, Wisconsin, 
+ and Indiana have increased their 
tax rates and yet have persistently snubbed 
woman suffrage. 
Her Place 
MAN’S place is in the Home,” say 
many men in a confident crescendo 
And then they go right out and 
dictate letters to women stenographers, buy 
of women clerks, eat at tables where 
there are women Waitresses, have their offices 
deaned by women scrubbers, their hands 
! cred for by women manicurists and so on, 
jinfnitum. They may be interested to 
know that 586,193 women in New York 
(ity stand as so many stubborn facts to 
controvert their delightful theory while in 
the Empire State itself one-third of the 
gomen inhabitants, a nice little group of 
9f;,686 women, look slightly dazed when 
they hear the anti slogan, since the shop, the 
factory and the school look much more 
fmiliar to them than the home. 
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The Lion and The Lamb vs. Politics and The 
Home 
By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 
ND the lion and the lamb lay down 
together—the lamb inside the lion. 

And politics and the home lay down 
together—the home inside of politics. 
So she fed her family city-inspected 
nik and government-inspected meat; she 
washed the dishes with water from the city 
mervoir, and emptied her dishpan into the 
dty sewer. And being a logical minded 
person, albeit a female, she then hied out on 
the eve of November 2 and toted a banner 
saying: GIVE MOTHERS THE VOTE 
STHAT THEY CAN PROTECT THEIR 
BUSINESS OF HOMEMAKING. 
And next day doctors, lawyers, merchants, 
masons, carpenters, and ditchdiggers went 
to the polls by the thousand and voted 
"W,” and not one of them could have 
proved any connection between his business 
id voting that would stand up for a mo- 
ment beside the direct and inextricable 
comection between the home and politics. 





AShetbet is made tasty and delightful by using Abbott's 
Abbe: Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W. 
&Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADV) 











VERY American should feel it a 

duty as well as a privilege to visit 
the Panama-Pacific Exposition and 
view its never-equaled exhibits of 
achievements in Art, Science and 
Industry. 


In all this assemblage of wonders, 
combining the highest accomplish- 
ments of creative genius and mechan- 
ical skill, there is none more wonder- 


ful than the exhibit of the Bell 
Telephone System. 


Here, in a theatre de luxe, the 
welcome visitors sit at ease while the 
marvel of speech transmission is 
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One Policy 


Bell Telephone Exhibit, Panama-Pacific Exposition. 


A Wonder of Wonders 


“It is the most beautiful and inspiring Exposition 
the world has ever seen.”—President Hadley of 
Yale, in speaking of the Panama-Pacific Exposition. 


One System 








pictorially revealed and told in story. 
They listen to talk in New York, 
three thousand miles away; they hear 
the roar of the surf on the far-off 
Atlantic Coast; they witness a dem- 
onstration of Transcontinental teleph- 
ony which has been awarded the 
Grand Prize of Electrical Methods of 


Communication. 


This Transcontinental Line has 
taken the thought, labor and ingenuity 
of some of the greatest minds in the 
scientific world. Yet it is but a small 
part of the more wonderful universal 
service of the Bell System, which 
makes possible instant communication 
between all the people of the country. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


Universal Service 
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Wear it A Week 
At Our Expense 


We will send you a genuine Helion Jewel set 
in solid gold for a whole week’s free trial. 
Compare it witha diamond,in brilliance, hard- 
ness and beauty. If youcan tell the difference, 
send it back, Write today for New Jewelry 
Book, illustrations of tne exquisite 

book is FREE. 
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9 PRESS CUTTING BUREAU will send you all newspaper clippings 
ROMEIKE S which may appear about you, your friends, or any subject on which 
you may want to be “up to date.’”’” Every newspaper and periodical 


of any importance in the United States and Europe is searched, Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices, 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Avenue, New York. 
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You know these trade-marks through National Periodical Advertising 


he success of a big manufacturer depends 
upon the friendliness of the public—not 
necessarily friendliness for the business, nor 
for the man at the head of it, but for the 
product of the business. 

Big business cannot be built without big 
friendliness. But friendliness to be effec- 
tive in the promotion of a business must be 
posi ively and constantly directed toward 
the product of that business. 

That is the reason for trade-marks—to 
give direction and certainty to the friendli 
ness that has been created by a satisfactory 
trial of the product itself. 

If a man buys an axe that holds its edge, 
cuts well, fits the hand and balances right, 
he develops a friendliness for that kind of an 
axe and wants another one like it when the 
first wears out. 

When the axe does not bear a trade-mark 


the value of the friendliness created by the 
first axe is lost. 

But if the axe is trade-marked that man- 
ufacturer has a continuous, progressive asset 
in the good will of every purchaser. 

Trade-marks make profits out of good 
will. 

Conversely, it is not worth while for man 
ufacturers to place their brands on unworthy 
goods because such goods will not create the 
friendliness which is the basis of value in 
trade-marks. Trade-marks on unworthy 
goods are danger signals to the consumer 

That is why branded goods are so generally 
the best of their kind. 

Trade-marks and national advertising are 
the two most valuable public servants in 
business today. Their whole tendency is to 
raise qualities and standardize them, while 
reducing prices and stabilizing them. 
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The Happy Medium 
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In the Auxiliary Service 

Moi, mon p'tit, j'ai la permission de diner en vl 

“Alors, qu’est-ce que t’attends pour sortir?” 7 
“J attends que l'on m’invite a diner.,” 


“Yes, my friend, I have received pe 
mission to dine in the city.” 

“Then, what are you waiting for?” 

“I’m waiting for someone to ask me”- 
Le Rire (Paris). 
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Marfe 2% Pfenni oder der Liebesgabenzigarrest 
Franfreich. 


Poisonous gas.—J ugend (Munich). 
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Keen war economist, proposing @# 
stitute goldfish for the morning WF 
feels that he ought to give them a 9@ 
chance.— Punch (London). 
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Leslie’s 
Up-to-the- 


Minutewoman 


OMEN of 350,000 Ameri- 

can homes read Leslie’s 

Illustrated Weekly News- 
paper because its wide appeal 
holds something as definite for 
them as it does for each other 
member of the home-group. 


Among practical people Leslie’s has 
a remarkable following because it is 
efficient. News pictures of every im- 
portant event, show Leslie’s readers 
what is going on in the world almost 
as soon as the press associations 
can flash it to the dailies. 


Besides the literary features are the 
departments : 


Jasper’s Hints to Money-Makers 
Leslie’s Motor Department 
Leslie’s Travel Bureau 
Leslie- 
Judge Co. 
225 Fifth Ave. 
New York, N.Y. 


Please send me 
Leslie’s for one 
year (52 issues) for 


You can get Leslie’s 
at any newsstand for 
ten cents a copy. 
Five dollars with 
the coupon in 


the corner will which I enclose five 
bring you ($5) dollars. 

fifty - two 

issu es. Name 


A ddress 




























With the College Wits 





























Vacation Over—‘Well, she was worth 
it.”-—Record. 


Modern—Ham—aAre the Jones’ modern? 

Eggs—Modern? Well, I should say so; 
they even call their dog with the phono- 
graph.—Penn State Froth. 


This For It—Sniper—l’ve knocked 
the spike orf of ’is bloomin’ elmit—’e’s took 
the top orf o’ my bloomin’ ear—and it’s 
my shot next!—London Opinion. 


The Exact Place—Judge—Did you 
strike this man in an excess of irascibility? 

The Coon—No, suh. I done hit him in de 
stummick.—7iger. 


The Wrong Place—Defendani—(in a 
loud voice)—Justice! Justice! I demand 
justice! 

Judge—Silence! The defendant will 
please remember that he is in a court room... 

—Penn State Froth. 


Whatawallop—7he Elephant—Oh, did 
I step on your foot again?” 

His Partner (resigned and game) —I didn’t 
know you'd been off it yet.—Jack O’Lantern, 


In the Middle Class —|W ifey—What is 
the social scale that the novels talk so much 
about? 

Hubby—That is where they weigh money. 
—Illinois Siren. 


Obeying Orders—Manager of Bellevue- 
Stratford—Boy, stop whistling in the hall! 

Bellboy—Merely obeying orders, sir. I am 
paging madame’s French poodle.—Punch 
Bowl. 


Subtle 
She sat on the steps at eventide, 
Enjoying the balmy air, 
He came and asked, “ May I sit by your side? 
And she gave him a vacant stair. 
Wido 


Where the Accent Fell—W itch Hazel— 


‘What do you like best about Mr. Spenditt’s 


personality? 
Rose Water—The purse.—Pelican. 
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But read the six points 
first—carefully. 


Point 1—Crowded with flavor 
Point 2—Velvety body —NO 
GRIT 


Point 3—Crumble-proof 
Point 4—Sterling purity 


Point5—From a daylight 
factory 


Point 6—Untouched by hands 
Point @) (Lax 4 





PEPPERMINT~IN RED V-RAPPER 
CINNAMON ~!N BLUE WRAPPER 


The STERLING GUM COMPANY, Inc. 
Long Island City New York 
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You Cant Lose Your Keys 
If you carry them in a DANDA LEATHER KEY CASE 
NS ~ 950 By Mail 4g. With P 


_ Sc 8 Mail | With Pocket 
BD) DC Prstpaid 40¢ jcc‘ Peo Kaite 
\ r fat ent, prevents keys from rust- 
ing, saves clothing and is a neat case 
for the pocket Made of strong, 
black leather with key rin 
Write for Illustrated ra -ataiog of 
Danda Leather Goods and Novelties 


F a WAG. CO, 82 John St., New York 
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Boston 


Garter 
VeetSuips 


Enjoy year round comfort by wear- | 
ing one of the three popular styles 
of the “Boston”—Pad, Cord or 
Neverbind. The matter-of-course 
way in which men everywhere ask 
for the Boston Garter is a 
great tribute to its worth. 


Silk, 50c. EVERYWHERE Lisle, 25c. 


GEORGE FROST CO., MAKERG, + + BOSTON 
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50 SPECIAL! Genuine Yamile® 
“Gertul Value, 14K Gold. 








Your Happy Thoughts 
Are Worth Cash 


Good plots for photoplays bring $10 to $100 each. 

Will you, help supply the great demand? It's IDEAS that 
count, not vious ex enee or L education. New writers are 
encouraged, and your chance is as anybody’s. Investigate 
tuis fascinating and p pation for your spare time, now. 


Former Scenario Editor Shows You How 


My complete and authoritative Course develops your abilit 
in a correct and efficient way. It includes @ 224- Text Boo 








covering every branch of matontey writing, 12 Sereen Talks prepared 
especially for my Course ing Producers, Scenario Editors and 
Actors, 6 Student Guides, A yt own Forsonat & Instruction and Crit- 


tciem, Easy to read and understand. Strongly recommended b: 
know. Special reduced terms this month. Write te today for tree booklet. 


ELBERT MOORE, Box 772 1), CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 





Health is Yours 


if you follow the teaching of Dr. Elmer Lee, editor 


of 
the Health Culture Magazine 
Every month It is brim full of hints and helps for cures 
without drugs, and right eating, breathing, exercising, 
ete. $1.00 a year; 15c a number—6 months’ “‘trial”’ 
for 25 cents. 

Send today for your first six months and add to your 
health. Money back if not satisfied. 


HEALTH CULTURE 
708 St. James Building NEW YORK 








HOGWALLOW LOCALS 


Yam Sims visited Miss Flutie Belcher 
Sunday afternoon and wrote a verse in her 
plush-back album, which she will preserve 
for coming generations to peruse, provided 
she marries. 


Raz Barlow is trying to find out how far 
it is by mail from here to Tickville. 


Fletcher Henstep says if Miss Fruzie 
Allsop ever gets to vote and has anything 
to do with the election returns, he bets they 
will be padded. 


Yam Sims, who has held the championship 
as a sneezer for some time past, will now 
have to drop back to second place, since 
Poke Easley sneezed in church last Sunday. 


The Dog Hill preacher will start a pro- 
tracted meeting in a few days for the benefit 
of Wash Hocks, who fel from grace this 
week while trying to drive a calf out of 
a corn patch. 


Sile Kildew, who has been absent for 
some time, has returned home and says 
Hogwallow is good enough for him, and that 
he expects to die here. Funeral arrange- 
ments have not yet been made. 


A man went up in a balloon at Tickville 
last Saturday before a large audience. He 
wanted to take up a collection before going 
up, instead of after coming down, but the 
crowd thought they would wait, as he might 
get killed. 


Cricket Hicks is making a scrap book 
out of the patent medicine advertisements 
clipped from the Tickville Tidings. 


Frisby Hancock has built a fort overlock- 
ing his watermelon patch. 


Isaac Hellwanger was in Hogwallow on 
business Thursday. He priced several 
things and bought a new-fangled mouse 
trap. At the start he is afraid his mice 
won’t understand just exactly how to enter, 
as they have been used to the old style. 


Slim Pickens, who borrowed fifty cents 
from Fit Smith several weeks ago, spoke 
to him yesterday. 


Atlas Peck has had his old buggy re- 
painted to try to make it look like a new one, 
but it still rattles. 


The Excelsior Fiddling Band is thinking 
about attending a party en masse next 
Saturday night. While furnishing the music 
they will stand in wishing distance of the 
ice cream and cake. 


Ellick Hellwanger went to the post- 
office Thursday and filed with the post- 
master an application for a money order. 


The Depity Constable is planning to 
make an important arrest as soon as he can 
find a suitable person. 


Tobe Moseley drove his yoke of steers 
to the Hog Ford still house Tuesday, and 
while coming back overtook an automobile. 

The cows broke in and drank up nearly 
all the water in Poke Easley’s pond the 


other day, leaving it so shallow that the‘ 


fish have to swim on their sides.—George 
Bingham in Hogwallow Kentuckian, 
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Get Your Degree By Mail 


We are authorized under Laws of Ili 
uates the degree of Bachelor of Laws (LinB) Coe rot ered 
you to pass bar examinations in any aa ould you fail tor pans 
we guarantee to coach you free until iy! — are successful, peas 


Free Complete Course j°°fivi.y ™. Ft 
In Public Speaking <j Public Speaking, Collog 


— like it—write today fo: si ate 

Sarina catenins ties ay is 
ub} rawal in 

sign and mail a postal today 7 without notice, 


Extension University, Dept. G.862 Chicago, Ill, 


SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A. M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 



































Medica! Knowledge a Husband — Have 
a Young Woman Should 
= Youne Wie Sheed Hare 
All in one volume cea 
s! le , a Mother Should Impart to Her 
algrtreted, | ilodical Racwlodge « Wile Shoal ere 


























Write for ‘*Other People’s Opinions’* and Table of Contents 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 














The Supreme — and mis- 


Evans 
Ale 


is to do people good and keep 
‘them hale, hearty and happy. 


| If you need any help in that direction step into nearest 
dealer or write 
C. H. EVANS & SONS, Estab. 1786, Hudson, N. Y. 


Red Cedar Chest On 


FREE’ 


Factory to Home 


i The famous Piedmont line. Any 
Trial of our 100 styles and designs sent 
on 15 days’ free trial. We pay the freight. A Piedmont protects 
woolens and plames from moths, mice, dust and damp. Distinctively 
beautiful. Charmingly fragrant. A real money and worry save. 
tically everlasting. Finest Xmas, birthday or wedding gift at great 
saving. Write to-day for our great catalog. It is free to yom 


PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST (0., Dept. 18, Statesville, 5. G 
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Passing the Mustard 


at a Time—Rankin—My wife 
peaks six different languages. 
Phyle—I wouldn’t worry. 
Pe aaye mean, worry?” 
®She can only talk one at a time.”— 


Foungstown Telegram. 


rk—He had carried a cue nine 

ground a billiard table and pushed a 

a ower once across his 30 by 20 lawn. 
Then he collapsed. 

“Qverwork,” said the sy mpathetic doc- 

or and put him to bed.—Cleveland Plain 


Dealer. 


Holding Hands—“Why is the parlor 
cock stopped every morning?” 

“Jt’s daughter’s beau.” ; 

“Darn his impudence. I don’t mind him 
holding her hands, but why monkey with 
the hands of the clock?”—Kansas City 


Journal 


Described—“ Father,’ 
“shat is a demagogue?” 

“4 demagogue, my son, is a man who can 
mck the boat himself and persuade every- 
body that there’s a terrible storm at sea.” 
—Woman’s Journal. 


’ said a small boy, 


Explained—“ W hat do they mean by 
the expression, spilling the beans?” 

“Tt is from the Boston, and means the di- 
vulging of information concerning which one 
should have’ been more reticent.” —Pittsburg 
Post. 


His Hope—“ Father, I had a fight with 
Percy Raymond today.” 
“I know you did,” replied the father 


soberly. “Mr. Raymond came to see me 
about it.” 
“Well,” said the son, “I hope you came 


out as well as I did.’”»—Ladies’ Home Journal. 


Hard Luck—“ What are you crying for, 
Willie?” 

“T've got a toothache and there ain’t no 
xhool to stay home from.”—New York 
World. 


Bit of Sentiment—“ Why all these toots 
as you pass that village?” inquired the fire- 
man. 

“Toots is my wife’s pet name,” explained 
the engineer— Kansas City Journal. 


Indifference—“ Which do you prefer, 
summer or winter?” 
“T've no preference,” replied Mr. Growch- 
“It is equally depressing to me whether 
I put in a large portion of my time reading 
about the hottest day ever, or the coldest 
day ever.” —W ashington Star. 


Fewer Then—“The Bible tells us we 
-_ love our neighbors,” said the good 
D 


“Yes, but the Bible was written before 
our neighbors lived so close,” replied the 
mere man—Philadelphia Record. 


Differentiation—“Is your husband 
‘0 optimist ? ” 
a, Well,” replied the tired looking woman, 


San optimist in hoping for the best, but 
4 good deal of a pessimist in working for it.’ 
—Washington Star. 
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AVOID THIS AD! 
ibe unless you have talent 


for drawing. Send four 
cents in stamps for full 












COPY THIS SKETCH 


and let me see what you can do with it. 
Illustrators and cartoonists earn from $20 to 
$125 a week or more My »racticas system of 


personal individual lessons by mai’ will develop 
your talent. Fifteen years succes sfu! work ior news 
papers and magazines qualifies me to teach you. 


Sen me your sketch of President Wilson with 6c 






in stamps and | will send you a test lesson plate,also 
culiection ot drawings showing possibilities for YOU. 


THE LANDON SCHOOL sf, ‘tstratine 
1483 Schofield Ruilding, Cleveland, 0. 
HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


Branch Warehouses: 
20 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 
P a R 


Fes DIRECT: 
== DIAMONDS. 97: 
Van CUT IMPORTER CARAT 


And Here’s the Reason: From the diamond cutters “ot 
Europe and sell direct to you. sales permit 
smallest price. 


information. ZIM’S Correspond- 
ence School of Cartocning, Comic 
Art, and Caricature. Box R, Horseheads, N. ¥ 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to Get 
Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., Patent Attor- 
neys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 
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profits and wesave vowat east of the retailers 
Free Examination ¥3? eelt at our expen iy FH - 
Send No Money! * our eapense”-without obi ie 


you to buy. If you don’t 7 aes hoe 
greatest value you have ever seen, simply retarn it at our expense. 


Price List of Articles Illustrated | 


R3—1-4c dia. comp!. $21.25. 
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MONEY-BACK “GUARANTEE 
Sfineee erren aires oie Scr 


ice in cash, less 10%, should you, tor ong season, w 
k your diamond anytime within gue year guarantee the 
and value of the diamond a ceriied in scars at wrote: apa 
| and value e di also 

cise yous discesed te Beech Geseasde 


Beautiful Basch De Luxe Diamond Book ys 


A tm Aad oy wonderful book will be mailed to you 


yy receipt of your name a pL 
it most suitable and convenient in_hel 
ist: fts a ts for CI cr. 





















art watches, platinum and gold a -. " i, 
friend re jope cintere, 1 cut glass, as priced to $ Cement 
friendship _ bracelet. 4 low figures. You cannot afford to buy 
Solids sterling silver il diamond and jewelry withou of 
links only 15c each. complete catalog. Mail coupon or write 7. ral P 
(retail value 25c). Black {/4 us ‘a letter or postcard fi free a , 
silk velvet band free with copy NOW! i 4 Yaa 
each link you buy for} P fi 
vour different fricade. f, / é Z & 
Supe L = age Mf 
velvet band until you TH é 
link: en- { e 7. 
it; then send | 


inks and 

ya Sterling Siiver Fasteners 
25 cents. The Friendship 

Brnesiot is then complete ani makes 
very attractive permanent piece of 

jewelry. Mailing charges prepaid. Remit in any form convenient to you. 














Stories with Smiles 
Needed No Extras—Down in the crim- 


son clover zone there were two farmers 
named Jones and Smith, respectively. 
Jones was old-fashioned, and stuck to old- 
fashioned ways, but Smith, who was more 
modern, bought a fine new automobile. 
One day he was proudly exhibiting it to 
some friends, when Jones came along. 

“Um,” remarked Jones, as he thought- 
fully sized up the handsome machine. 
“What’s that thing there on the side?” 

“That’s a spare rim and a tire,” answered 
the proud Smith. “We always carry an 
extra one in case one of the wheels goes 
wrong.” 

“ Jes’ as I allers said,” was the disdainful 
response of Jones. “I’ve druv hosses fer 
nigh on fifty years, and I never had to carry 
a spare leg fer one o’ them yet.”—Phila 
delphia Press. 


His Sad Mistake—The apopletic little 
man pounded the counter with his apopletic 
little fist. 

“J never dealt here before and I’ll never 
deal here again!” he shouted. “The man- 
agement here is rotten. You have nothing, 
nothing! I'll try once more. Have you 
any tomatoes?” 

““No, sir; sorry, sir,”’ replied the clerk. 

“What? Not even in cans?” 

“Not even in bottles.” 

The apopletic little man crushed his hat 
down farther on his head and bit his lip 
until the blood came. He consulted the 
list in his hand. 

“T’ll give you another chance! Have you 
any potatoes? Think carefully now!” 

“Not a potato in the place,” said the 
clerk apologetically. 

“Ye gods! Well, I'll give you one more 
chance. I’d like to see the end of this. 
Have you any sugar?” 

“Not a grain, sir. Sorry, sir.” 

The apopletic little man sat down on a 
stool and let his list flutter to the floor. 

“And you call this a grocery store?” he 
said tauntingly. 

“No, sir,” corrected the clerk mildly. 
“This is a cigar store.” 

The apopletic little man rolled off the 
stool in a fit.—Jndianapolis Star. 


| Where He Got It—He was a witness 
in a case in the police court. 

“What is your name?” inquired Prose- 
cutor Robinson. 

“Mah name?” from the darky incred- 
uously. 

“T’m talking to you,” snapped the prose- 
cutor. 

“Well, suh, mah name is Hallowed 
Hopkins,” answered the negro. 

““Hallowed—Hallowed!” gasped the judge. 
“Where did you get that name?”’ 

“Frum mah maw,” answered the negro. 
“Tt am frum de Scriptuahs.” 

“From the Scriptures? What part of 
the Scriptures?” 

“Doan you all r’membah, judge. wheah it 
says ‘Hallowed be thy name?’” 

The judge recalled the passage.—Louis- 
ville Times. 


No Chance for Him—A man was 
on trial before a Wisconsin judge for horse 
stealing. When it came time for the lawyers 
on both sides to tell the judge what instruc- 
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the man on the 


Finish This Story foy 


Yourself— 


The girl got $6 a week and was lonel “Piggy” 

Phe gir! got % a y- “Piggy"— 
imagine his kind—was waiting downstairs. © kaa 
champagne and music couldbehad. Butthat 
go. That was Lord Kitchener's doing. But-another night? 


O. HENRY 


tells about it in this story, with that full knowledge of 
women, with that frank facing of sex, and that clean mind 
that have endeared him to the men and women of the land, 

From the few who snapped up the first edition at $125 a set before it 


was off the press, to the 50,000 who have eagerly sought th E 
volumes offered you here—from the stylist who sits ame ee 


He knew where 


night she didn’t 


street—this whole nation bows to O. 


Henry—and hails 


him with love and pride our greatest writer of stories. 


This is but one of the 274 stories, in 12 big volumes, 
you get for 25 cents a week, if you send the coupon. 











Lo ne 


KIPLIN 


To Those Who Are Quick 
(6 Vol- 


umes) 


Given Away 








Novels 
HENRY 


in 
hound \ 
Ss 
ames Noch and 






and you will 


| New York's Streets;” “The 


; re-read 
, Otherwise 25 cents a week 
send the coupon today. 
only the avalanche 


and be glad. 


derstand why O. 
Henry is hailed as 
“The American Kipling;” 
“The Y.M.C. A. Boccaccio;” 
+ “Master of the Short Story;” “Creator of a 
| New Literature;” “Discoverer of Romance in 
an 

3 Maupassant;” “The Homer of the Tender- 
loin; “Founder of a New Style; “America’s 
Greatest Story Teller;” “The 20th Century 
© Haroun-Al-Rashid who takes you to every 
© corner of his beloved Bagdad—New York.” 


Send the Coupon Without Money 


You get both sets free on approval. If you don’t 
laugh and cry over them—if you don’t read and 
and love them—send them back. 
ys for them all. Don’t wait— 
is offer is too 

of disappoint letters that 
made us extend it this long. Send the coupon today 


Review of Reviews C0.,30 irving PI, N.Y. 


; Never was there an offer like this. Not only do you get your 274 
= O. Henry stories in 12 volumes at less than others paid for one volume 
of the first edition, but you get Kipling’s best 179 short stories and 

poems and his long novel—without paying a cent. You get [8 
volumes, packed with love and hate and laughter —a big shelf 
full of handsome books. 


Send the Coupon 






























Send Coupon and you will under- 
un- stand as never before why other 
nations are going wild over him. 


Why memorials to him are being prepared; 
why universities are planning tablets to his 
memory; why textbooks of lish Litera- 
ture are including his stories; why col- 
leges are discussing his place in litera- 
ture; why theatrical firms are vying 
for rights to dramatize his stories; 
why newspapers all over the 
country are continually offering 
big sums for the right to re- 
print his stories. 


Send me, on ap- 
proval, charges 
paid by you, 0. 
Henry s works in 12 
volumes, gold tops. Also 
the 6-volume set of Kipling 
bound in cloth. If I keep 
the books, I will remit $1 per 
month for 15 months for the 
O. Henry set only and retain the 
Kipling set without charge. Other- 
wise, I will, within ten days, return 


to last. It's 


Occupation 


The beautiful three-quarter leather edition of 0. 
Henry costs only a few cents more a volume has 
proved a favorite binding. For a set of this luxurious 
binding, senc $1.50 for 13 months. 
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LODGE ana SOCIETY 
Em 


blems 
In MIDGET Size 


have an added dignity thru their uniqueness of 
size, retaining withal the detail of design of the 
regular-sized emblems. Inserted in point of 
lapel and tightly screwed. (Pictured actual size.) 


In Solid Gold only, 50c. 
1. Woodmen of World 12. Elks 
2. Odd Fellows 13. Men's Bible Class 
& Redmen 14. Jr. O. American Me- 


4. Knights Columbus 


chanies 
6 Modern Woodmen 16. Knights Pythias 


6 Masonic 36. Knights Templar 
7. Bal’ & Cane Masonic 17. Moose 

& Shrine 18. F. 0. 

9 Trowel Masonic 19. Grotto Masonie 
10, Slipper Mac mnie 20. Old Glory 


lL, Kervstene Masonie b 
Write us for those not listed 


THE PHILADELPHIA BADGE CO. 
126 N. 8th St., Philadelphia, Pa. 





Be An Artist 


AKE Money Drawing Comic Pictures. Let the 

world’s famous cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 

spill a few ideas into your head. Get the Zim Book— 

it’s chuck full of valuable suggestions. Price $1.00 

postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Morocco. Satisfaction guar 
anteed. Money back if book returned in ten days. 


Address Zim Book Desk 11-6 
BRUNSWICK BUILDING NEW YORK 
aan b 
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tions they wanted him to give the jury, in 
addition to the points covered in his own 
e, the attorney for the defense said: 

“J respectfully ask your honor to charge 
the jury that it is a fundamental principle 
of law in this country that it is better for 99 
muilty men to escape than for one innocent 
man to be found guilty. 

“Yes, that is true,” said the judge, re- 
fectively, ‘and I so instruct the jury; but 
| will add that it is the opinion of the court 
that the 99 guilty men have already escaped. 


_Harper’s Magazine. 


Did His Duty—A man was walking 
along the street, and saw a house on fire. 
He rushed across the way and rang the bell. 
After some time a lady, who proved to be 
dightly deaf, appeared at the door. 

“Madame, your house is on fire. 

“What did you say?” 

The man began dancing up and down. 
He pointed above. “I said your house is 
afre! Flames bursting out! No time to 

“a 

“What did you say?” 

“House afire! Quick!” 

The lady smiled. “Is that all,” she said 
sweetly. 

“Well,” replied the man, hopelessly, 
“that’s all I can think of just now.” 
Argonaut. 


Warned in Twenty Years—Several 
Scotchmen were discussing the domestic 
unhappiness of a mutual friend. 

“Aye,” said one, “Jock McDonald has 
asair time wi’ that wife o’ his. They do say 
they’re aye quarrelin’.”’ 

“Tt serves him richt.’”’ said another feel- 
ingly. “The puir feckless creature marrit 
after coortin’ only eight year. Man, indeed, 
he had nae chance to ken the wumman in 
sic a short time. When I was coortin’ I 
was coortin’ twenty year.” 

“And how did it turn out?” 
stranger in the party. 

“I tell ye, I was coortin’ twenty year, an’ 
in that time I kenned what wumman was, 
an’ so I didna marry.” —Ladies’ Home Jour- 
nal. 


inquired a 


Cure of a Lisper—A young lady who 
lisped very badly was treated by a specialist, 
and after diligent practice and the expendi- 
ture of some money learned to say: “Sister 
Susie’s sewing shirts for soldiers.” 

She repeated it to her friends at a private 
rehearsal, and was congratualted upon her 
masterly performance. ‘‘Yeth,”’ she said 
dubiously, “but it ith thuth an ectheedingly 
dificult remark to work into a convertha- 
thion—ethpethcially when you conthider 
that I have no thithter Thuthie.”—Current 
Opinion. 


In a Bit of a Hurry—A very small 
boy was taken to a dental establishment 
tohave some of his first teeth pulled. Fora 
second or so, during which time four teeth 
disappeared, everything was fairly serene. 
and then came howls of objections. 

“I didn’t want them teeth to come out!” 
ced the young patient, suddenly recol- 
lecting something. “I want them to stay in.”’ 

“That’s all right,” consolingly responded 
thedentist. ““They will soon grow in again.” 
Will they?” quickly rejoined the boy 
with a brightening face. “Do you think 
they will grow in time for dinner?”— Phila- 


delphia Ledger. 
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Motion Picture Fans! 


| HERE is your opportunity to get a superb 
collection of pennants. 


= 








= 
= 
= 
2 

4 


NAA 


Fe UL 


UTE a AE 


PHP RANMA MH 


film star. 


parlor. 
you to secure them. 


ah 


Anita Stewart 
Earle Williams 
Lottie Pickford 
Francis X. Bushman 
Richard C. Travers 
G. N. Anderson 
Kathlyn Williams 
Flora Finch 
Blanche Sweet 
Dustin Farnum 
Warren Kerrigan 


nm 


once a month. 


we will send you the first 5 pennants. 


By special arrangement with the manufacturers we have secured a great 
number of beautiful little felt pennants. 
long and 3 inches wide at the top. They are made of felt, the same as 
is used for the most expensive pennants. Each of these miniature pen- 
nants is set off with a tone-to-life photographic reproduction of a famous 


24 Miniature Felt Pennants in All 


These pennants are beautifully made and come in varied colors—red, 
blue, orange, brown, green, purple, etc., with lettering in white. 
make a splendid wall decoration for any bedroom, den, or even for the 
Everybody should have a set, and we now make it easy for 


Here are the Stars: 


iF Charles Chaplin 


READ OUR OFFER 


“Film Fun’’, the new magazine of the Comedy Motion Pictures, is 
devoted exclusively to the fun side of the films. 
tions, funny stories, jokes—everything to make you happy. 


If you send us the coupon with $1.00 for a year's subscription we will 
send you the entire set of 24 miniature pennants as described above. 
If you send us the coupon with 25 cents for a3 months’ trial subscription 


Accept either offer today before all the pennants we have are gone. 





Some Things Film Fun 
Will Soon Contain 


Unique Cover Pages with a Laugh 
in Every Line 


Snappy Editorials on Comedy 
Events 


An Autograph Letter from 
Charlie Chaplin 


Photos of the Most Beautiful and 
Talented Screen Actresses 
and Comedians 


Clever Stories with Pictures 


Jokes Full of Ginger, etc., etc. 





“ 





Each one measures 814 inches 


They 





ESSANAY STAR 
= 


Francis Ford 
Grace Cunard 
Billie Ritchie 
King Baggot 
Jane Gail 
Mary Fuller 
Marguerite Clayton 
June Keith 
Bryant Washburn 
Edna Mayo 
Clara Kimball Young 
Ruth Stonehouse 





It contains illustra- 


Published 





MAIL COUPON NOW v4 


Never before was such a liberal offer made. 
Film Fun will delight you and these pen- 
nants will please you immensely. Tear 
out the coupon and mail with 25 cents 
or One Dollar bill (according to which / 
offer you accept) and mail at once to 74 
FILM FUN 


7 
FILM i 225 Filth Ave, 
F U N F i ew or 


5 4 | anew. cc ccee 
225 Fifth Ave. 


Enter my subscription 
N for (3 months) (one year) and 
ew send me the felt pennants as 


York 7 advertised. 
4 i, Pe. eps MR e ey. 
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Cooks knows no 
other duty than 
to please you. 


Sold Gvrerdhere 


. pa 
Served € wermywhere 


American Wine Co. 
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